MEMOIRS  OF  MY  DEAD  LIFE

standard the world within us would be as insignificant
as tie firmament was when the earth was the center
of the universe and all the stars were little candles and
Jehovah sat above them, a God who changed his
mind and repented, a whimsical, fanciful God who
ordered the waters to rise so that his creatures might
be overwhelmed in the flood, all except one family (I
need not repeat here the story of Noah's Ark and the
doctrine of the Atonement) if there was one fixed
standard of right and wrong, applicable to everybody,
black, white, yellow, and red men alike, an eternal
standard that circumstance could not change. Those who
believe in spite of every proof to the contrary that
there is a moral standard cannot appreciate the beau-
tiful analogy which Kant drew, the moral idea within
the heart and the night with its heaven of stars above
us. "It is strange/' I reflected, "how tnen can go
on worrying themselves about Rome and Canterbury
four hundred years after the discovery that the earth
moved, and involuntarily a comparison rose up in my
mind of a squabble between two departments in an
office after the firm has gone bankrupt. . . . But how
to get all these vagrant thoughts into a sheet of paper?
St Paul himself could not proselytize within such lim-
itations, and apparently what I wrote was not sufficient
to lead my correspondent out of the narrow lanes of
conventions and prejudices into the open field of in-
quiry. Turning to his letter, I read it again, mis-
judging him, perhaps . . . but the reader shall form
his own estimate.

"I honestly felt and feel a big difficulty in reading
and thinking over your * Memoirs/ for you are a propa-
gandist whether you recognize that as a conscious mis-
sion or not. There is in your book a challenging
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